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“For all the exuberance of the
language delighted in within these
essays, it barely contains their
erudition, their breadth of reference,
and above all their ardour of heart

and body.”
—NUALA O’'FAOLAIN, author of
Are You Somebody? and
My Dream Of You

“Bia Lowe’s lush prose encircles rose
gardens, peat bogs, mothers, lovers,
new potatoes and ancient desires.
Splendored Thing is a celebration
of life not only examined but seen
and felt.”
—AMY BLOOM, author of
A Blind Man Can See How
Much I Love You
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